CHAPTER    I 6

SPIRIT   OF   POTSDAM

'On, did you see? He has quite blue eyes.' A girl, who had
been straining her tiptoes to peer between the helmets of the
Reichswehrmen, turned excitedly to her mother. Hitler had
just gone by, to join hands with Old Hindenburg over the tomb
of Frederick the Great in the Garrison Church and pledge
Germany to 'the spirit of Potsdam'.

His eyes were about as blue as the Blue Danube, and any-
body who ever sees the Danube blue should take a colour
photograph and frame it. The Danube has every virtue that a
river should have and I love it; it is for me a friend and a
brother, and a peerless highway; it is magnificent, but it is
not blue. If Johann Strauss only wanted a rhyme to Au he
might just as well have taken Grau.

Donau so Grau, turn-turn, turn-turn,
Durch Tal und Au, turn-turn, turn-turn.

No, you can't do it. You can't waltz to a grey river. It
hadderbe blue.

So with Hitler's blue eyes and the young lady of Potsdam.
They had to be blue. It was the beginning of the cult of Hitler
among German women. Nothing succeeds like excess, and the
female population already had a terrific Schwarmrei for him.
Afterwards I saw women crowding around him in hundreds,
trying to kiss his hand, touch his garment, weeping from a
surfeit of bliss at being in his presence.

Weeping women will accompany Hitler on his way through
this vale of tears. Women must have wept at Guernica and
Almeria, though possibly they did not even know his name;
the peasant folk of Guernica and the fisherfolk of Almeria
did not bother themselves about politics. A century ago the
tears of women were accompanying Napoleon on his cam-
paigns. Not that it matters. Tears soon dry, and your dictator